Ex  Libris 
ELVAH  KAHSHNER 


CHILDREN'S    BOOK 
COLLECTION 


LIBRARY  OF  THE 


LOS  ANGELES 


-mm, 


WILLIE  AND  JESSIE. 


BY  MRS.  M.  E.  MILLER. 


itltffcs&w 


AMERICAN  TRACT  SOCIETY, 

150  NASSAU  STREET,   NEW  YORK. 


ENTERED,  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  in  the  year  1873, 
by  the  AMERICAN  TRACT  SOCIETY,  in  the  Office  of  the 
Librarian  of  Congress,  at  Washington. 


WILLIE  AND  JESSIE. 


CHAPTER  I. 

GINGER-SNAPS. 

ONLY  a  stone  wall  separates 
the  two  fine  farms  on  which 
Willie  and  Jessie  live,  where 
they  have  been  cousins  and 
playmates  for  four  years. 

When    Jessie  wants  to  see 
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Willie,  she  asks  her  mother  if 
she  may  go,  and  they  are  at 
play  very  soon  after  aunt  Lillie 
says  Yes. 

Or  when  Willie  has  a  new 
plaything,  or  nuts,  or  candy,  he 
is  in  a  hurry  to  go  down  to 
aunt  Lillie's,  so  that  Jessie  may 
enjoy  his  good  things  with  him. 

They  go  "cross  lots"  for 
these  baby  visits. 

If  you  never  went  "  cross 
lots "  in  the  country,  if  you 
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don't  know  what  that  means, 
I  am  sorry  for  you.  It  means 
for  Jessie  a  run  up  a  hilly 
orchard  where  her  father's  ap- 
ples grow,  a  scrabble  over  the 
stone  wall,  then  a  run  through 
uncle  Charley's  orchard,  out  at 
the  gate,  past  the  barns,  down 
past  Willie's  duck-pond,  then  up 
the  pretty  slope  of  aunt  Kate's 
door-yard,  where  somebody  sees 
or  hears  her  coming,  for  Jessie 
is  'most  always  singing. 
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One  day  this  week  aunt  Kate 
made  ginger-snaps. 

Baking  days  give  Willie  both 
work  and  fun.  He  sits  in  his 
high  chair  by  the  kitchen-table, 
and  puts  in  the  good  things 
which  his  mother  mixes  to- 
gether in  the  pan. 

He  put  in  the  ginger  and 
cinnamon,  and  stopped  to  say, 
"As  soon  as  they  are  snaps, 
may  I  take  some  down  to  Jes- 
sie's to  play  party  with  her?'* 
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"  Just  as  soon  as  they  are  out 
of  the  oven,"  said  his  mother, 
stirring  in  the  spice  with  her 
long  spoon. 

"  I  do  n't  see  how  cloves  can 
be  so  good,  when  they  look  so 
much  like  grandma's  snuff," 
said  Willie,  adding  a  spoonful. 

"  Do  n't  put  any  snuff  in  my 
dinger-snaps — boo!"  said  Jes- 
sie, bouncing  in  through  the 
door  she  had  opened  slyly. 

Willie  laughed  and  clapped 
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his  floury  hands,  he  was  so  glad 
Jessie  had  come  in  time  to 
help. 

Aunt  Kate  put  another  high 
chair  beside  Willie,  and  the 
work  went  on. 

Jessie  put  in  a  cupful  of 
flour.  Slowly  the  big  spoon 
stirred  it  in.  Then  Willie  put 
in  a  cupful ;  then  Jessie  one 
more ;  then  Willie  another,  till 
the  dough  was  stiff  enough  to 
roll  out.  Then  the  fun  began. 
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Each  had  a  lump  of  dough, 
and  a  small  round  stick  for  a 
rolling-pin,  and  the  lid  of  a 
round  spice-box  for  a  cake-cut- 
ter. 

They  rolled  and  cut,  and 
pounded  and  mussed,  till  a  pan- 
ful of  aunt  Kate's  snaps  came 
out  of  the  oven.  The  spicy 
smell  made  the  little  folks  hun- 
gry. They  got  down  from 
their  high  chairs  and  washed 
their  sticky  hands. 
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Will  found  his  small  tin-pail, 
which  his  mother  filled  with 
the  warm  cakes,  and  said  they 
might  go  and  play  picnic.  So 
down  into  the  cool  old  orchard 
they  went  with  their  little 
treat. 

"  Now  the  picnic 's  begun  !" 
said  Will,  swinging  the  gate 
wide  open  for  Jessie  to  pass 
through. 

It  lasted  longer  than  the  gin- 
ger-snaps ;  for  there  were  early 
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red  apples  to  pick  up,  and  but- 
terflies to  chase,  and  they  spied 
in  a  crooked  old  tree  a  mother- 
bird  feeding  a  nestful  of  open 
mouths. 

Then  they  almost  held  their 
breath  to  watch  two  red  squir- 
rels playing.  How  they  chat- 
tered as  they  chased  each  other 
up  and  down,  and  back  and 
forth,  making  a  tiresome  "tag" 
through  the  tree.  Then,  after 
a  bit  of  rest,  they  jumped  into 
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another  tree,  and  chattered  and 
chased  through  that  into  an- 
other, the  children  following. 
At  last  the  spry  creatures  jump- 
ed upon  the  wall  between  the 
orchard  and  the  garden.  The 
children  stole  after  them,  with 
soft  steps,  through  the  grass. 
The  bushy  tails  of  the  squirrels 
went  under  a  tangle  of  hop- 
vine  at  the  corner  of  the  old 
wall,  and  the  children  lost  them 
there. 
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"  I  'm  sorry  we  chased  'em ; 
they  Ve  broke  our  picnic  in 
two !"  Willie  said. 

"Shall  we  go  back  to  it?" 

"No  use;  wouldn't  be  any- 
thing left  of  it  but  the  orchard. 
Likely  we  couldn't  find  that 
robin-tree,  and  all  the  butter- 
flies flew  away." 

"  Yes,  and  wre  ate  the  dinger- 
snaps  all  up.  Oh,  let 's  go  see 
if  aunt  Kate  and  Joanna  have 
baked  up  all  the  snaps." 
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They  took  hold  of  hands  and 
ran  up  the  hill  to  the  house. 
They  saw  aunt  Kate  out  on  the 
porch  resting  and  reading. 

"Cakes  all  baked  up,  mam- 
ma?" shouted  Willie,  running 
fast. 

"Yes,  dear;  and  Joanna  is 
getting  tea.  Come  rest  with 
me,  and  tell  me  what  you  Ve 
been  doing." 

"Oh,  we've  had  a  beau'ful 
time,  aunty,"  said  Jessie,  drop- 
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ping  down  on  the  mat  and  ta- 
king off  her  sun-bonnet.  "  Did 
you  hear  us  chasing  butter- 
flies?" 

"  Yes ;  and  afterward  I  heard 
a  noise  that  butterflies  could 
not  make — that  did  not  sound 
like  a  '  beau'ful  time '  to  me." 

"  Oh,  that  was  Willie  falling 
down  on  his  cap  on  a  stone, 
where  surely  wre  did  see  the 
bea^U^est  butterfly !" 

"Yes,    he   was    there,"    said 
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Willie ;  "  but  when  I  picked  up, 
with  my  knee  all  scwatched  and 
my  hands  all  sandy,  I  lifted  up 
my  sailor-hat  so  careful,  and  he 
wasn't  there!" 

"  That 's  the  way  you  11  lose 
butterflies  summer  and  win- 
ter," said  his  mother,  laugh- 
ing. 

"There,  Jessie;  we've  left 
the  pail  where  we  ate  up  the 
party,  or  else  down  by  the  brook, 
where  we  saw  the  fishes  at  play." 
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"Never  mind,"  his  mother 
said,  as  Joanna  called  them  to 
tea,  "you  and  I  will  walk  home 
with  Jessie  by-and-by,  and  find 
it." 

"  Yes,  and  have  it  ready  for 
a  snap  picnic  in  Jessie's  orchard 
to-morrow." 


CHAPTER  II. 

GOOD  AND  BAD. 

JESSIE  and  Willie  like  to 
have  fairy  stories  read  to  them ; 
the  same  stories  that  you  like, 
I  suppose — about  good  fairies 
and  bad  fairies,  or  one  fairy 
who  can  do  both  good  and  bad 
things. 

My  grandmother  wanted  me 
to  take  fairy  stories  like  fruit- 
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cake  or  plum-pudding,  a  little 
at  a  time  and  not  every  day. 

But  I  can  tell  a  trite  fairy 
story  about  Jessie  and  Willie ; 
so  very  true,  that  neither  my 
grandmother  nor  yours  will 
care  if  we  think  about  it  at 
least  every  day. 

Jessie  and  Willie  did  not 
always  play  together  so  nicely 
as  they  do  in  this  fifth  summer 
of  their  lives. 

When  they  were  little  bits  of 


28          WILLIE  AND  JESSIE. 

babies  they  began  to  visit,  and 
I  am  sorry  to  say  they  began 
to  quarrel;  for  in  those  early 
days,  when  those  dear  babies 
wore  long  dresses,  a  Good  Spirit 
and  a  Bad  Spirit  found  them  out. 

One  day  baby  Willie  would 
be  taken  down  to  uncle  Henry's, 
and  set  down  on  the  floor  to 
play  with  baby  Jessie  there. 

A  few  days  after,  uncle  Henry 
might  be  riding  by,  and  leave 
aunt  Lillie  at  uncle  Charley's 
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gate,  with  baby  Jessie  in  her 
arms.  .  Then  Jessie's  fat  fists 
held  Will's  rattle-box;  she  bit 
upon  his  rubber-ring,  and  play- 
ed with  his  bell  and  ball. 

At  first,  nobody  but  their 
mothers  saw  these  spirits  come 
and  go ;  because  nobody  watch- 
es a  baby  as  its  mother  does. 

One  day  aunt  Kate  saw  the 
Bad  Spirit  hiding  under  a  scowl, 
and  peeping  out  of  her  sweet 
boy's  eyes. 
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This  spirit  made  him  snatch 
his  bell  from  Jessie,  and  tug  at 
her  dress  till  she  fell  over  upon 
her  nose. 

His  mother  felt  badly,  and 
said,  "  What  shall  I  do,  if  the 
Bad  Spirit  should  make  a  home 
in  my  boy's  heart  ?" 

Up  spoke  good  grandmother : 

"  What  did  you  do  when  you 
.  saw  the  hornets  were  building 
a  nest  under  your  bedroom  win- 
dow, and  angry  hornets  were 
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flying  in  and  out,  just  over  the 
cradle  where  baby  was  sleep- 
ing?" 

"Why,  I  drove  out  the  hor- 
nets and  shut  the  window. 
Then  I  went  out  and  tore  down 
the  nest  with  a  long  pole." 

"  So  make  haste  to  drive  out 
this  Bad  Spirit,  who  can  give 
pain  more  lasting  than  that  of 
wasp  or  bee." 

"  How  shall  I  do  it  quick  and 
sure?" 
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"  Pray,  Kate,  pray,  that  the 
Good  Spirit  may  keep  out  the 
Evil  One  with  his  temper  and 
badness." 

Many  times  did  the  Bad 
Spirit  make  trouble  for  these 
babies,  lifting  Willie's  hand  to 
make  an  angry  slap,  or  to  grab 
the  thing  Jessie  liked  best  at 
that  minute.  But  he  did  not 
get  into  her  heart  so  often,  be- 
cause her  mother  watched  and 
prayed  the  most,  I  think. 


GOOD  AND  BAD.  33 

Sometimes  the  Good  Spirit 
alone  was  with  them,  through 
long  bright  hours  of  play  upon 
the  floor.  They  crept  after 
sunbeams,  and  tried  to  catch 
the  shiny  specks  of  dust  that 
shone  and  danced  between  the 
sunny  window  and  the  carpet. 

When  they  could  step  alone, 
they  began  to  toddle  about  hold- 
ing each  other's  hands. 

As  they  grew  older,  Jessie 
played  with  dolls  at  home ;  and 
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Will's  pet  was  a  plaything  he 
called  a  "  horsey." 

When  Willie  went  to  see 
Jessie,  she  was  so  good  as  to 
let  him  undress  and  dress  her 
dolly  and  rock  it  as  long  as  he 
liked.  But  when  she  came  to 
see  him — I  hate  to  tell  you,  but 
it 's  true — she  was  not  so  wel- 
come to  feed  and  ride  his  nag. 

One  day,  when  she  was  'most 
three  years  old,  she  found  her- 
self alone  in  the  room  with 
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this  pony-stick.  She  began  to 
ride.  She  whipped  it,  and  trot- 
ted up  and  down,  quite  content 
with  her  speed,  till  the  Evil 
Spirit  came  in  with  Willie. 

The  little  boy  tried  to  catch 
his  horse  by  the  bridle,  and 
began  to  cry  for  it. 

That  was  not  pretty ;  but  it 
\vas  far  worse  to  see  Jessie  raise 
the  whip  and  strike  his  fingers 
till  he  drew  them  away  in  pain. 

The  Evil  Spirit  looked  out 
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of  her  eyes  then,  so  ugly  that 
Willie  shrank  to  the  wall ;  he 
hardly  knew  his  dear  cousin 
under  that  frown. 

How  sad  their  mothers  were 
that  day.  Aunt  Kate  said  to 
aunt  Lillie,  "  Do  you  think  the 
doctor  could  give  us  tantrum- 
powders?  I  did  not  feel  so 
badly  when  Willie  had  chicken- 
pox  or  whooping-cough.  Tem- 
per is  worse  than  sickness,  I 
am  sure." 
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But  grandma  knew  that  doc- 
tor's stuff  could  not  reach  the 
heart,  where  the  trouble  began. 
Only  God,  who  can  heal  sick 
souls  and  bind  up  broken  hearts, 
could  do  this  little  boy  and  girl 
any  good. 

"  Pray  for  them,"  grandma 
said,  "that  the  Loving  Spirit 
may  fill  those  little  hearts  with 
love  and  peace." 

So  the  mothers  prayed. 

Willie  and  Jessie  were  taught 
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to  thank  God  for  his  care  of 
them. 

"  O  mamma,"  said  Willie  in 
his  crib  one  night,  "  I  am  sorry 
I  got  angry  to-day.  I  guess  I 
cant  be  naughty  to-morrow." 

Then  grandma,  bending  over 
him  to  give  her  last  good-night 
kiss,  whispered : 

"Watch,  Willie,  watch  for 
the  first  cross  word  the  Bad 
One  bids  you  speak,  so  quickly 
it  grieves  our  heavenly  Father. 
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So  quick,  before  mamma  can 
hear  the  word  or  see  the  blow, 
before  even  the  tongue  speaks 
or  the  hand  strikes,  He  hears 
and  sees,  and  is  sorry. 


CHAPTER  III. 

IN-DOORS. 

THAT  is  the  way  Jessie  and 
Willie  are  trying  to  keep  down 
hot,  quick  tempers.  So  they 
have  come  to  be  the  loving 
cousins  that  trot  cross  lots 
every  day  to  see  each  other* 
Sometimes  Jessie  brings  her 
doll,  and  Willie  plays  almost 
as  gently  as  a  girl. 
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But  he  can't  keep  still  long 
at  a  time.  He  must  play  sol- 
dier, and  beat  his  drum  till  the 
doll's  small  ears  might  ache, 
for  all  the  larger  ones  within 
hearing  surely  do.  Then  he 
has  a  little  playful  dog,  that 
jumps  right  into  the  middle  of 
every  frolic.  Sometimes  Jes- 
'  sie  begs  Will  to  keep  still. 

"  Well,  what  '11  you  sing  now, 
if  I  be  still  five  whole  minutes 
with  my  drum  ?" 


44          WILLIE  AND  JESSIE. 

"Oh,  'Mary  had  a  little 
lamb/" 

Bang!  bang!  goes  the  drum. 

"  I  Ve  heard  'bout  that  lamb 
a  fousand  times ;  can't  be  still 
for  that." 

"Well,  I  '11  sing  '  Pretty  Pear- 
tree.'  " 

"All  right;  sing  fast  now, 
while  I  hold  still." 

Then  Jessie  will  sing  as 
sweetly  as  the  birds  she  loves. 

After  such  a  rest,  they  have 
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a  romp  out-doors.  Sometimes 
they  go  to  the  barn  with  Tim, 
to  help  him  hunt  eggs  in  all 
queer  places,  high  and  low ;  or 
they  play  hide-and-seek,  and 
slide  off  the  haymows,  till  they 
are  tired.- 


CHAPTER  IV. 

OUT-DOORS. 

WILLIE  likes  very  much  to 
be  with  the  men  in  the  fields, 
and  to  play  with  the  lambs  in 
the  pasture. 

Sometimes  his  father  treats 
him  to  a  ride  on  the  mowing- 
machine,  and  they  go  round 
and  round  the  meadows,  laying 
the  grass  even  and  low.  Will 
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listens  to  the  clickity-click,  click- 
click  of  the  machine  till  he  falls 
asleep.  Then  his  father  stops 
the  horses,  and  lays  the  sleepy 
boy  on  the  drying  hay  under 
the  shade  of  berry  bushes  or  a 
tree,  where  he  sleeps  until  the 
dinner-bell  tells  the  busy  far- 
mers it  is  noon. 

Out-doors,  together,  he  tells 
Jessie  his  plans  for  work  and 
great  things,  when  he  gets  to 
be  a  man.  He  is  n't  sure  which 
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he'll  be — a  preacher,  or  a  car- 
penter, or  a  tin-pedler. 

"Jessie,  I'm  going  to  take  a 
fine  horseback  ride  some  day, 
and  you  may  stand  at  your 
door  to  see  me  ride  by,"  he 
promised  her  one  day. 

"  What  horse  will  you  ride  ?" 
she  asked. 

"Oh,  one  of  the  mules,  I 
guess." 

"Ah,  it  will  throw  you  off, 
sir!" 
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"Oh,  no,  it  wont;  I'll  hold 
on  by  its  brain." 

Funny  Willie,  not  to  know 
that  the  brain  is  inside  a  body's 
head — that  the  poor  mule's 
mane  was  what  he  would  hold 
fast. 

Sometimes  he  and  Jessie  are 
sent  to  carry  a  cool  drink  to  the 
men  at  work. 

If  you  never  played  among 
the  sweet  new-mown  hay,  you 
do  not  know  what  grand  times 
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they  have  chasing  each  other, 
and  heaping  hay  upon  the  one 
that  tumbles  down.  O  dear! 
it  is  such  fun  to  see  them,  that 
it  makes  me  wish  all  little  boys 
and  girls  could  live  in  the  coun- 
try. 


CHAPTER  V. 

THREE  HOMES. 

You  may  come  out  from 
town  some  warm  morning  to 
hunt  up  these  merry  playmates. 

If  you  do  not  find  Willie  in 
the  sitting-room  building  block 
houses  for  grandma  to  admire, 
nor  in  the  kitchen  or  dairy  tag- 
ging after  his  busy  mother,  nor 
on  the  back  parlor  floor  asleep 
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where  the  flies  can't  find  him, 
look  out  in  the  fields.  Find 
his  father  in  the  meadow,  "  the 
boys "  in  the  oat-field,  the  men 
in  the  rye-lot,  and  if  Willie  is 
helping  neither  with  hay  nor 
harvest,  you  may  look  a  little 
farther,  and  find  him  with  Jes- 
sie. 

If  aunt  Lillie  sits  sewing  at 
her  pleasant  window,  watching 
the  romps  at  play  beside  her, 
you  may  look  long  and  find  no 
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sign  that  she  does  not  love  her 
brother  Charley's  boy  as  well 
as  her  own  baby-girl.  She  is 
so  kind  to  Willie — so  patient 
with  his  noise  and  his  many 
wants. 

On  washing  and  ironing  days 
Jessie's  play  is  very  much  like 
work.  With  a  tiny  tub  and 
wee  irons,  she  does  her  dolly's 
laundry-work  every  week.  She 
does  not  always  have  water,  but 
she  always  has  a  "good  time." 
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If  she  isn't  anywhere  about 
the  house  at  work,  nor  in  her 
playroom  among  her  rag-babies, 
you  will  find  her  up  at  uncle 
Charley's.  Not  always  at  play 
there,  either.  Grandma  and  she 
often  sew  patchwork  and  tell 
stories,  oftenest  Bible  stories, 
side  by  side. 

It  seems  as  if  Jessie  and 
Willie  had  each  two  homes,  the 
aunt  and  uncle  in  each  house 
are  so  dear  to  each  child. 
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But  when  Jessie  is  tired  out 
playing  at  uncle  Charley's,  she 
turns  her  black  eyes  towards 
her  very  own  home ;  they  hard- 
ly ever  go  to  sleep  anywhere 
else. 

And  when  Willie  gets  tired 
down  at  uncle  Henry's,  he  turns 
his  copper  toes  towards  his  own 
home,  where  his  loving  mother 
and  his  grandma  dear  are  wait- 
ing for  him. 

Dearly  as   these  little  folks 
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love  their  homes,  they  think 
their  home  in  heaven  will 'be 
far  more  lovely. 

Grandma  has  taught  Jessie 
a  sweet  hymn  about  it.  She 
told  her  at  first  the  meaning  of 
the  hard  and  long  words.  If 
you  could  see  and  hear  Jessie 
sing  it,  you  would  know  that 
she  understands  and  believes 
every  line  of  it  as  surely  as 
dear  grandma  herself  does.  I 
hope  you  will  learn  it. 


THREE  HOMES.  63 

"  Oh  my  sweet  home,  Jerusalem ! 

Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see  ; 
"   The  King  that  sitteth  on  thy  throne 

In  his  felicity? 

"  Thy  gardens  and  thy  goodly  walks 

Continually  are  green, 
Where  grow  such  sweet  and  pleasant 

flowers 
As  nowhere  else  are  seen. 

"  Right  through  thy  streets,  with  pleas- 
ing sound, 

The  living  \vaters  flow, 
And  on  the  banks  on  either  side 
The  trees  of  life  do  grow. 


64         WILLIE  AND  JESSIE. 

"  O  mother  dear,  Jerusalem  ! 

When  shall  I  come  to  thee  ? 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end  ? 
Thy  joys  when  shall  I  see? 


